no champion of study, gone home for the holidays.
His reason was that he was absolutely and completely
enslaved by Helene Willfuer. He was bound to her by
a sweet torment. He positively could not exist without
her. " A symbiosis/' said little Marx, using an expression
from his own special sphere—an expression signifying
the association of organic bodies for mutual support
and benefit. But he, too—the little student Marx—
spent his holidays near his fiancee and only occasion-
ally travelled to the .neighbouring capital to visit his
parents. He came of a wealthy family and had two
adoring small sisters, with whom he would play childish
games most devotedly. He had a kindly disposed,
companionable father and a dainty, exquisite little
mother. All was well with him to an unusually satis-
factory degree. Sometimes the Gulrapp looked at him
in wonder and thought, " Good heavens I You little
know how lucky you are! Whereas I. . .! " and there
she would stop and think of her work for her degree, that
mountain of mental torment; of her poverty; of her
family sitting at home surrounded by a crowd of children
and writing complaining letters to her. And then
ambition would burn in a cursed and damnable way in
her veins. One day she packed up a small canvas suit-
case.
, " I have made up my mind," she said. " I am going
to Leyden after all. It's got to be. .Even if I have to
starve for the next six months.'*
Poor thing ! There were two pairs of lovers sitting in
the room—Marx and Friedel on the edge of one bed,
Rainer and Helene on the other. The Gukapp was so out
of things—$o superfluous. Latterly her hands had begun
to shake and tremble nervously on the slightest provoca-
tion. She was now studying Sanskrit, poor, talented,
zealous, unattached Gulrapp.
62

